—

’ 7

N her last week's chapter of her delightful
memoirs Mrs. Campbell told frankly how she
met and fell in love with George Cornwallis

West at the time Mr. West was married, his wife be-
ing the former Jennie Jerome of New York. What

were the disagreements between Cornwallis West and
his wife Mrs. Campbell did not discloge,
content to draw the picture of their meeting, while
she was producing a play for Mrs. West, and of the
gradual tightening of the bond of friendship.

As the world knows, this marriage, starting so
Mrs. Campbell, always
emotional and impulsive, gave her love freely and gave
with it the loyaltu of a true, old fashioned wife. When
they were married Cornwallis West was in financial
difficulties, and Mrs. Campbell herself had always
been burdened with financial cares which she never
She applied herself, however, to
her new tasks of economy and was in this regard a -

romantically, was @ failu‘e.

could quite master.

faithful partner of her husband.

She does not say much of the breaking of this
Just the few lines which are inecluded
further 'along in to-day’s installment.
goes on blithely to tell of her associations with Sarah
Bernhardt and of how these two great actresses had

romance.

fun with one another.

By Mrs. “Pat” Campbell.

She was

And then she

' Chapter VIIIL

BOUT gix months after Beo's death
a subconscious cloud began to
fall upon me.

I took no Interest in work or myself.

George was away a great deal on his
A. P. M. job, and he seemed anxlous for
me to go to Wales to his old home, Ruthin
Castle. 1 was there for over three
months, and interested myself—spending
money—in arranging a wing comfort-
ably; should he go there to fish or to
shoot with his friends—or should we go
there together again.

The cloud did not lift.

We went to visit friends in Yorkshire
—It was still upon me.

Later I joined a touring company play-
ing “The Thirteenth Chair.” Money had
to be made; George suggested we should
spend Christmas with friends of his at
Ruthin, and I looked forward to it.

This party never came off. Gradually
1 realized the cloud was between George
and me.

A time of wondering, walting, nr.rivlnx
against fncomprehensible  difculties
passed.

Then the cloud broke—I heard t.he
truth from George.

His heart had strayed. . .

And I had to understand that all af-
fection for me, all care of me and all
sense of responsibility tourd me had
gone also.

A fundamental gulf of gracelessness
faced me—that neither love nor courage
could bridge.

My mother-in-law was brought back
very ill from the south of France. For
a short time she was in a nursing home
in London. Daisy Pless asked me to go
and sea her. I watched Patsy as she lay
in bed; her expression of mysterious de-
flance touched me; leaning over her I
sald: "Is there anything in the world 1
can do for you?" After some moments,
in a volce that seemed to come from some
other being, she said slowly: “God bless
you."

I asked her mald whether there was
anything I could do.

“Tell Major West to come to her.”

I wrote to George and begged him to
go to his mother. .

On February 10, 1330 there was a re-
vival of Mr. Bernard Shaw’s “Pygmalion"
at the Aldwych Theater, and again this
play went with all the old merriment,

On June 3 the production of “Madame
Sand,” by Philllp Moeller at the Duke of
York’s Theater.

Dear Madame Sand—she thought It
was love that made life worth living.

She loved men of genlus, and they
loved her—and Inspired her work—

Some people liked the play, some
praised me, some laughed at my trousers;
some would not believe the cigars I
smoked were real.

And these are some of the letters that
were written to me:

Plumpton,
Sussex.
My Dear Mrs. Campbell:

I am so sporry if I was rude about
your trousers, but quite sincerely they
wounded me. If only they had been
pretty trousers—but they were not.
They may be historically correct. But
in a play which outrages history in so
many vital points, to outrage it further
in the stuff and cut of “George Sand's"
trousers would have offended nobody
and pleased one person at least. C—
glared so formidably at me when you
complained of my ecriticlsm that I do
not dare to ask her how she'd like to
wear trousers like that. I don‘t think
she would look very nice, do you? . . .

Aftectionately
Rupory Brarkn,

P. B—I hadn't really time to, tell
you that your performance was pure
genlus—Ilike everything you do.

. 62, Cadogan Square, S. W,

Dear Stella: They all told me un-
truthfully that the play was bad and
unnecessary, and that you were no
good.

I may have failed to disentangle the
respective merits, but it seemed to me
the play was almost worthy of your
acting—more one cannot say.

Many thanks. 1 enjoyed it enor-
mously.

Yours,
WeMyss.
(The present Earl of Wemyss.)

The late Lord Wemyss was nearly
80 years of age when I first knew him.

His affection and his letters and his
interest In my life and my children
meant a great deal to me.

I remember once taking a famous ac-
tress to lunch with him, and how dread-
fully upset he was about her fingernails,
—pointed, reddened an astounding ver-
milion—they caught his eye unmercifully.
I explalned to him afterward that it was
the fashion, but he was distressed. He
said: “Nothing should be a fashion that
disturbs conversation and attracts the
eye from the human countenance.”

Courtesy was the breath of his being.
I know no one now who makes every
woman they address feel a queen.

At Gosford I belleve my little dog was
the only dog that was ever n!lowod to sit
at the table at meals.

2, Robert street,
Adelphi.

Barrie took me to your play the other
night, and we both thought you marvel-
ously good and looking too beautiful,
especially in the last act in your pink
dress.

You aré a wonder!

I do hope it's going to run.

Bless you,

Loving,

Cynthia (Lady Cynthla Asquith),
10, Adelphi Terrace,

June.

I went on Thursday night. I thought
the British public absurdly illiterate
and stupid. After the second act I felt
inclined to come before the curtain and
explain to them that the Collseum was
across the road, and that they had come
to the wrong house. If (Ihay think that
Alfred de Muesset's part must be sacred
musie, at least Grock will make it clear
that they are meant to laugh at him.
Plgs!

What induced you to imitate Oscar
Wilde? It was an Inspiration, and
amaszingly ke the original. . . ., . Your
lovely performance Is too good to be
thrown away; it Is a repertory part.
Why can you not act as Intelligently
as that for me, devil that you are?

G. B. 8,

Madame Sarah Berghardt was brought
to see the play by Mr. W. Clarkson, the
popular wigmaker., She was very much
moved by its beauty, expressing a
warm wish to play Pelleas with me, I
thought it only a pretty compliment she
was paying me,

Six years afterwadl, on one of her visits
to London for a short season at His
Majesty's Theater, Stella and I went to
meet her at the Carlton Hotel. Sarah
took me up to her bedroom and pointed
to a little cot where a child was asleep,
with a roll of parchment tled up with
ribbon, at her feet. “Volla ‘Yniold,'"
Sarah sald: she had taught the little
thing her role In “Pelleas and Mellsande,"”
and Sarah herself was ready to play Pel-
leas with me. My dear Sarah. At first
I was very nervous at the thought of act-
ing in French. Sarah only laughed at me,
saylng Melisande would speak French
fost as I did, and that she could play
Pelleas with no one else,

*Lady ®den lent me her children's
_-'uar Bden, the beautiful wife of Bir William
Eden. i

(
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How Bernhardt

-

French governess,
Mademoiselle
Drouin, to live in
my house for two
weeks. She talked
her perfect
French with me
practically all day
and half the
night, besides
coaching me (n
the pronunciation
of the actual
words of Meli-
sande.

So I ventured—
how dared I?

I took the re
rehearsals, an d
the company
never smiled as I
“directed”! Sarah
altered nothing,
but asked my per-
mission to turn her back to
the wall of the tower that my
hair might fall over her face!
Her Pelleas was a wonder.
She carried her body with
such ecstasy and breeding;
her volce was the voice of a
youthful melancholy spirit,
gradually melting into a ten-
derness, that more than once
almost rendered me speech-
less for fear of breaking the
spell.

Mr. W. L. Courtney, in the
Daily Telegraph, wrote: 4
“When criticism has noth-
ing to say one may be sure
something has been seen rare
and strange and beautiful;
Madame Bernhardt, in the
very beginning, found her
note and kept it, low in tone
and riech in music. Mrs.
Campbell's Melisande is
known to us from one or two
previous representations. We
venture to say that in French form it is
more gmcious and childlike and poetic
than we have ever seen it before. Scene
after scene passed with short intervals,
and the air of mystery and unreality was
never broken. We watched the first meet-
ing at Fountain, we heard the quiet fa-
tallsm of old age uttered by the lips of
Arkel. We saw the slow development of
the unescapable tragedy enveloping all
the characters as it were with vague and
shadowy nets, and the light was ono
which never was on sea or land} and we
were—spactators and actors alike—euch
stuff as dreams are made of. Onece, and
once only, did we seem to touch earth.
It was in the fine scene where Golaud, in
n mad access of jealousy, holds up the
little Ynilold to the window to watch the

two lovers within.

“We have pever seen a better Golaud
than that of M. Decoeur As one
watches this Melisande the words rise
to one's lips: "Will no one tell me what
ghe slnga?” For she too has caught the
secret of 'old unhappy far off things and
battles long ago.'"

During a previous season of Sarah's
in London the play she produced had not
been a success financially (a Napoleonic
play, I forget the name), and at the mo-
ment Sarah was hard presesed for money;
to my dellght she sent her secretary to
ask 1t I could help her. Wonderful to
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The Great French Actress Discloses a
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Serfse of Humor No One Suspected of

At left: Mrs. Campbell at the
time of her first aghearance
in America when she hoped
to retrieve her lost fortune
by a tour in this coun-
try. In the Center is
Mrs. Campbell as
Pygmalion, her

favorite part, and, be-
low Sarah Bernhardt
as she was when she
toured with

Mrs. “Pat.”

relate, | had a hundred pounds in the
bank, and I thanked heaven that I was
abla to do her a service.

During one of these performances of
“Pelleas and Melisande” Sarah Bern-
hardt returned me the hundred pounds,
in five pound notes, in a little silver cas-
ket, before the many people who were In
my dressing room. She sald how grateful
she was to me—the simple graciousness
of her act! Did she ever know, I wonder,
how my heart almost choked me?

Sarah is the most generous of women.
I think she feels, as I have often felt,
that money belongs to those who need it
most, Unfortunately, as this feeling
slowly beggars us, it changes, alas! or
it should!

A story of a really generous man, told

“me hy Sir Edward Burne-Jones, comes to
my mind.

A friend came to a generous man to
horrow twenty-four pounds, The gen-
erous man had only twelve pounds in tha
world. These he gladly gave to his
friend; but afterward, whenever they met,
the generous man hung his head: he felt
he owed his friend twelve pounds.

In July, 1905, a year later, on Madame
Bernhardt's next visit to Londan, she and
I went to the provinces meaning to give
only a few performances of tha play.
But we met with auch a brilliant succesa
that wo played It every day for three

)

Her—and Other Reminiscences of
the Notable Tour of Bernhardt and
. Mrs. Campbell as Co-Stars

weeks. Sarah pald me £240 a week, and
£35 for each additional performance, and
pald all traveling expenees. I provided
the scenery and dresses.

Only In Dublin did one critic demur.
He wrote:

“Mrs.. Campbell played Melisande,
Madame ‘nhardt Pelleas; they are
both old to lene stter.”

Ther felon jes of this
three weeks tour. Al v Madame
Bernhardt e of hi rival in
Ame uched me very uch. She
carried ther larg: handbag of some

soft velvat stuff. On landing the
insisted on looking Inside. The
a small bundle tled carefully »
Sarah implored them not to «
vous en prie, Messieurs, je vou
They Inaisted. It contained her =
baby shoes of white patent leather and
his first baby shirt.

1 remember, one night a discussion we
had on “fiirting.” Sarah took this word
very seriously: she sald that flirting
stirred and excited animal passion, That

R, o

flirting was a peculiarity of English men
and women, A French woman loves and
gives herself; but to excite passion, “pour
passer le temps"—"never,” she declared.
1 sald she was wrong, that “flirting” and
“cogquetry” were one and the same thing;
the effect it produced depended entirely
or. the man and woman's moral character.
Bhe laughed and shrugged her shoulders
unconvinced. She told me that on her
first vislt to England a supper was given
in her honor; she was troated like a
queen and felt like a queen. Her host,
when seelng her to her carriage "stole a
kiss.,” She did not speak to him agalin
for vears, It was abominahle, she sald,
abhominable, It showed he had no respect
for her. I tried vainly to explain that
flirting did not mean kissing; she only
repeated abominable,

Sarah's love of anilmals i very re-
markable, and she was always buying a
new pet. One morning at the hotel,
when we were playing together at Liver-
paol, T heard strange and terrible growls,
and eoarse men's volces coming from her
room. I went In and found two low-
looking ruffians. They had Ineide a large
fron cage a wild tiger cat. Sarah
was saying, “Tl sera plus heureux sl vous
ouvrez la porte,” pointing to the not very
gacure iron door of the cage. The men
were suggesting that the door could be
opened later, and that they wanted S,

It was not till I persuaded Sarah that
such animals cannot be tamed, and that
it would break out of the cage in an hour
or so and probably eat her up, that she
said it might be a trouble on tour and she
would not keep it. The men wers furi-
ous, and T had great dificulty in getting
rid of them.

On one occasion I remember Sarah was
charged In her hotal bill for thirty or
forty bhottles of heer for her servants.
We had stayed thers only one day and
night.,

Sarah was tired, and dld not stop to
think that her servants might have
treated friends; she only knew they
could not have drunk so many bottles of
beer. The manager was sent for, and
she argued with him until she raged.
Hearing the raised voices I went into the
room. The man was white and trem-
bfing; and I saw Sarah was almost i1l
with anger. When I had grasped her ar-
gument I turned to the manager, say-
ing: “What matter how many bottles of
heer have heen drunk, how dare you con-
tradict Madame?’ My volce was the
loudest, and the man rushed distracted
from the room

Her company indiscreetly told me that
Madame Sarah had never been known to

@ fun or laugh on the stage. In a

scconist'a shop 1 saw a tobacco pouch

o {n the shape of a fish and painted

~sent one, I bought it, took it to

catre and tied it down to a bit of

vas at the bottom of the well at the
“ountain,

At the performance, when Sarah came
to the second act and stood by the fon-
taine des aveugles, she spied the fish and
began improvising about les poissons 1.

She stooped gracefully over the
edge to take the fish out; as it was tied
she nearly lost her bhalance. Without
concern she went on calmly with her part.
1 laughed, spolling my lovely little scene.

When the curtain fell Sarah did not
allude to what had happened, neither did
I. The next day when we lunched to-

" gether she had a strange, preoccupled ex-

pression on her face. Later at the
matinee, when we came to the Cave
scene, at the point where she tenderly
takes my hand and helps me over the
rocks, she took hold of my hand, hard-—
squash—she held a raw egg In hers.

I did not smile, but with calm dignity I
went on with my part. I can sec now
the tears of laughter trickling down her
cheeks, and her dear body shaking with
merriment as I grew more and more
dignified to the end of the scene.

Her company told me afterward al-
most with awe that Madame must love
me very, very much,

The most beautiful performance I have
ever seen was a performance Sarah gave
of Phédre—ehe held a crowded house
spellbound for over two hours, with
scarcely a movement or gesture to de
tract from the lovely Alexandrines—the
great pulsating passion seemed to wind
about the audlence like a web—it was
magle.

They tell me Sarah had seen the great
Rachel's performance—what I saw was
her own; [ knew it by the sequence of its
beauty,.

The world knows her genius and her
colossal courage; but not every one
knows the thounght and affection she has
always ready in her heart for her friends.

At a most traglc moment for her she
remembered my anxlety and sent me this
cable to America:

Doctor will cut off my leg next Mon-
day. Am very happy. Kisses all my

heart.
Sarah Bernhardt, Bordeaux.

To go back to 1898, “Pelleas and Mell-
sande” at the Lyceum was followed in
September by Mr, Robertson’s production
of “Macheth.” We had already played
it in the English provinces and in Ger-
many,

I have slnrp learned that it was sasier
to act Lady Macbeth with Mr. Robertson
than with Mr. James Hackett, with whom
T played the part afterward in 1920,

Poerhaps Mr. Robertson was Inclined
to look upon Lady Macheth as the "star”

part, to uee the word of the theatar. Mr,
Hackett surely looked upon Macbeth as
the solar aystem. It seemed to me he
realized my presence only at hia “cues,™
and more than once seized the opportu-
nity during a strong speech of mine to
turn his back to the audlence and clear
a troublesome catarrh.

We were all proud of Mr. Hackett's
success. It was undeniable; his splandid
Salvini-like volece—nn perceptible Amer-
fean accent—made a great Impression
But he had a strange effect upon me: I
could not for one moment forget I was
on the.stage, On his first night 1 was suf-
fering from an influenza cold; an apol-
ogy to the nudlence would have depressed
the occaslon; there was nothing to do
but get through.

[ wora Mdlisande's dressea (twelve
yvears old and made of gossamer). The
dresses for Lady Macbeth In  Mr.
Hackett's wardrobe did not fit me, so
that In no way waa [ in tune with Mr.
Hackett's overwhelming Macheth,

Mr. Bernard Shaw wrote to me at the
time as follows:

“Macheth” as a production was an
anclent Victorian absurdity, Hackett

Qontinued on Pgge Eloven,



